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In Childhood 



ONE summer evening still seems like to-day 
When of my childhood's deepest joys I think: 
I hear the bells, the lowing far away 
Of cattle, turning to the trough to drink. 

No harvest-songs now in the quiet lands, 
Long rows of poplars stretch and stretch for miles ; 
Clear o'er the tired world the full moon stands 
As on the cradle a young mother smiles. 

The child she gazes on, it seems, am I, 
My mother's face the bright moon seems to show, 
The herd-bells ring like a soft lullaby, 
The poplars rustle in the evening-glow. 

Did something happen that one night to me 
To leave its picture in my heart? Ah nay! 
I know not, nor believe. Sweet memory 
Now only tells me that I lived that day. 



[8] 
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Hue der Kindbett. 

£in ©ommerabenb toirb mir oft tote $eut, 
2Benn id) ber f leinen tiefen ßinbfyeit benfe: 
gern Hingt ber §erbe 33löfen unb ©eläut, 
$)te, tyeimgefefyrt, ftd) fd;art jur 2lbenbtränfe. 

$ein ©d)nitterjaud)jen mefyr toom ftiffen gelb! 
3um §orijont gefyn lange ^ßaßßetytge : 
3)er SBollmonb lächelt auf bie mübe 2Belt, 
©leia) toie ein 3Jhitterantli| auf bie Söiege. 

5Wid; bünft, td) fei ba$ ßinb, nad) bem er ftefyt, 
Unb meiner Sflutter 2fatli| fei bag ©eine: 
$te ©löcfajen tauten toie ein Sötegentteb, 
$ie Rappeln toefyen leif im 2lbenbfa;eine. 

Db jenen Slbenb 2ötd;ttge3 gefdjafy, 
$a$ tyn fo tief ins junge §er$ gegraben? 
3>cf) toeijj — id) glaub' e3 nid)t. @r liefj mir ja 
9tur füfe (Erinnern, ityn gelebt gu fyaben. 
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The Fiddler's Song. 

THROUGH rain and through wind, 
Half deaf and half blind, 
The fiddler is toiling along. 
How bitterly cold 
Through his cloak thin and old 
Blows the gale a wild tune to his song I 

" Ye mortals, who claim 
To have fortune and fame, 
Sleep well! Lull yourselves in vain dreams I 
How festive the ball ! 
How brilliant the hall! 
Would happiness were what it seems 1 

" The cup with a crash 
To pieces they dash, 
A fool he who weeps o'er the end 1 
Dame Fortune is blind, 
Love's a child, never mind ! 
Reaper Death is the only true friend. 

" Heigh-ho for the chase ! 
Keep up with the race! 
As the wheel whirls we rise and we fall. 
Up and down ! high and low ! 
To the grave we must go 
And the worm is the heir of it all." 



[«•] 
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Des fnedehmrnie 8turrnUcd. 

uro) SRegen unb 2öinb, 
§atb taub unb tyalb blinb 
2)eS 2BegeS ber giebelmann $ie$t: 
2)urä) bie bünngraue fiotf' 
Unb bie Söd&er im SRocf 1 
pfeift bet ©türm tym bie SBeife jum Sieb: 

, f 33ilb' @iner fiäj ein, 
2)a3 ©lütf märe fein— 
©äjlaf rootyl, unb gefegneten $raum! 
#ei, fajimmernber Sali! 
<£i fetter Äriftatt! 

—3a, mär'« nur toai beffer, als ©ajaum! 

(Sntgtoet! (Sntjwei! 
Unb TOeS toorbet! 

Unb ein -Harr, wer brüber nod) meint! 

®a* ©Iticf ift blmb, 

Unb bie Sieb 1 ift ein Äinb, 

Unb ber 2ob ift ber fiäjerfte greunb! 

Vorbei! SBorbei! 
£>a3 Dmefc unb 3uä)$ei! 
<g* bre&t pd) bad 9*ab wie im ©türm! 
$inauf unb $inab! 
ftottt äffe« $u ©tab, 
Unb ber einige 6rb' ift ber UBurm!" 




[■•] 



So he fiddles and sings, 
Thin and hoarse the tune rings 
And soon fades away into naught 
'Mid the gale's deafening roar. 
I see him no more 

Yet his song lingers on in my thought. 



[»] 
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— ©o geigt et unb fingt: 
©turmbraufen toerfd&ltngt 
©d&on bie Älänge Reifer unb bünn! 
3$ fe^ tyn ntd&t me^r, 
$0$ bring' id& mir fd&toer 
S)eS giebelmonn« Sieb au§ bem ©inn! 
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The Owl. 

ALL in t>e deepest slumber lies 
'Neath the full moon's light; 
Only a white owl that flies 
Noiseless through the night. 

Like a messenger of death 
Close it passed in flight; 
On its pinions brings a breath, — 
Breath of awe, not fright. 



[14] 



Die 6uk* 



7T*itf im ©glummer aHeS liegt, 

9ftur bom 3Jlonb Detoa$t: 
(Sine roeijje (Stole fliegt 
SautloS burcty bie Waty; 

2öie ein $obe3a^nen glitt 
©ie borüBer bi<$t, 
Sringt foo^l leifen ©<$auer mit 
Slber ©cfcecfen nid^t. 
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Fire at Night. 

A SCARLET tongue as of a snake is licking 
Night's cloak. It seems to creep 
And stealthy to draw near and ever nearer 
Till it be time to leap. 

The ancient night her starlit mantle gathers, 
This enemy she dreads, 

When all at once the flames with awful splendour 
Break forth and toss their heads. 



[,6] 



Nächtlicher Brand. 

3 lerft am bunflen ©aum ber 9la$t 
(Sine tote ©d^Iangenjungc : 
m na$> e$ leif», als na$> e* fa#t 
Unb »arte ber 3eit &um Sprunge. 

(Srförocfen jie^t bte alte 5Rad^t 
Styren ©ternenmantel jufammen, 
3)a fahren empor in fd)recfenber $rad)t 
Unb fä)ütteln ifyr ©autot bie glammen. 
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Summer-Dream. 

CLEAR in the silent pool 
Flickering leaves and light, 
Motionless, still and cool, 
Moon-pale the lilies white — 
Hear the reeds swaying! 
Flashing and playing 
Like an elf's spear 
Past shoots the dragonfly 
Fearlessly near. 

Lush-green and golden-brown 
Lures me the moss to rest. 
Summer, I fain sink down 
Dreaming upon thy breast 1 
Butterflies dancing, 
Noiselessly glancing, 
Play hide and seek ; 
Flowers with kisses 
Are brushing my cheek. 

Am I on earth or no? 
Am I in fairyland? 
Do I, now high, now low, 
See spirits hand in hand 
Circling around me? 
Dreaming they found me, 
Beckon me now — 
Lo, and their fairy queen, 
Sweetheart, art thou 1 

[18] 



Hm afer. 



£L pielenb im füllen £eicfy 
~ Saubbad) unb $tmmel$lit&t, 
Seelilie monbenbleiä), 
Slaue Sergifjmeinniäjt. 
©äufeln im Schilfe! 
©leid) einet ©tyty&e 
Slinfenbem Speer 
@<H bie Sibette bi$t 
hieben mir Ijer. 

tiefer unb tiefer fyin 
Socft e3 in'S grüne 2Jh>o$: 
©infe fo hrie iä) bin, 
Sommer, in beinen Sä)of$! 
galter im Greife 
©aufein fo leife 
£euä)tenb unb bunt: 
Slumen fte füffen mir 
SBangen unb SJiunb. 

©in i$ auf (srben no<$? 
Sin id) im geenlanb? 
Sä)n>ingen balb tief balb boc$ 
©eifter ftä) §anb in §anb? 
SBinfen oom Saume, 
2öinfen im Traume 
Säd&elnb mir $u. — 
Unb i&re Königin, 
Siebten, bift $u! 

[19] 



Past. 



THE princess and her husband 
On marble pillows lie, 
Into the gray cathedral 
The light slants from the sky. 

It touches her crowned white forehead, 
A golden kiss it steals, 
While, kissing her foot of marble, 
One there in silence kneels. 

The sunbeam plays astonished 
About his silvery hair; 
The sexton, waiting, wonders — 
But he kneels unaware. 



[«o] 



v ergangen. 

uf marmornen *Pfitylen fd^Iummcm 
2)te gürfttn unb tyr ©ematyl: 
£a friert fta; ins graue fünfter 
@in flimmember ©onnenftra^l. 

$er fü&t tyr bte ßronenftirne 
3Rit einem golbigen ßufj— 
2lm ©rab frnet Giner fa>n lange, 
$er füfet tyr ben ftetnernen %w% 

SDer ©tra^l fyielt tym bertmmbert 
2luf bem fUberweifjen §aar; 
ßo$>ffa?üttelnb wartet ber Äüfter, 
— @r wirb e8 nict)t gewähr. 




The Fir-Trce. 



I LOVED a fir when I was small, 
Left in the meadow; straight and tall 
I see it now, meseems. 
There leaned I oft in mist and wind 
And listened to it as in dreams. 

On high the boughs waved over me, 
To my young heart how solemnly 
The fir-tree's sighing spoke! 
— A storm of autumn over night 
Its deepset foundation broke. 

When I returned in the morning light 
Gigantic towered the roots upright, 
Grass and moss-covered, ghostly to see, 
As if the last judgment had broken the tombs. — 
Far stretched the great length of the tree. 

A child again myself I ween, 
In mist and wind I lonely lean 
And gaze into the tree. 
How high the boughs vault overhead 1 
How softly they speak to me! 



[«] 
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Ktndbcttetamie. 

3$ fyatt' aU Äinb cine Sanne lieb, 
$ie grojj unb einfam übrig blieb 
2ln flauem 2Biefenfaume ; 
£>a ftanb ia> oft in 9iebel unb 2Binb 
Unb fyordjte, roie im Traume. 

2ßie toölbten bie Steige über mia), 
2öie fyat baä SRauf^en fo feierlich 
3n§ junge §erj gefprocfyen! 
— (53 fyat ein £erbftfturm über 9fa<$t 
Sie au3 ber $tefe gebrochen. 

Unb als ia) fam am borgen brauf, 
£a ftarrten bie SBurgeln fo riejtg auf, 
Sebecft mit SJtooS unb Soben, 
211$ fprengte bie ©räber ber jüngfte Stag; 
gern rul;te bie $ron' am ©oben. 

— träume miö? mamfynal toieber ein 
2)a letyn* ia; einfam in SKebel unb SBinb, 
Unb blicf empor am SBaume: 
2Bie wölben bie 3^9* M 
2Bie rauften fie faajt im Traume! 
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What Flics in the Wind. 

WAS it a brown butterfly, 
Sent a harbinger of May 
'T was a withered leaf astray 
Of the summer days gone by ! 



[«4] 



<öa8 im mind* fliegt. 

ar'S ein brauner «Schmetterling, 
2)en ber Senj gefenbet &at? 
21(5, e8 mar ein toelfe« 93Iatt 
$on bem (Sommer, ber »erging! 
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The Fairy Glade. 

DIDST ever wander at high noontide 
Alone by the lake on the mountain-side 
When waveless lie the waters deep, 
When wind and bird 'mong the branches sleep? 

And didst thou see white in the dusky shade, 
By the rocks that darken the mossy glade, 
A maiden alone who leans dreaming there, 
While over her harp falls her golden hair? 

And didst thou tarry and strain thine ear 
If aught of melody thou couldst hear? 
Well might be heard a gnat's low trill — 
A sunbeam flickers and all is still. 

There is a day when summer is dead, 
When the birches are yellow, the beeches red, 
When rustling leaves on the footpath lie 
And blue through the tree-tops harkens the sky, 

Then back she strokes her long golden hair 
And the chords from her harp and her song fill the air, 
Then the mountains listen, then listens the lake, 
The haunting notes distant echoes wake. 

'Twere folly to wish thou couldst hear her lay 
Fraught with aimless longing and autumn's dismay. 
This song the pale hunter heard and yearned, 
And died with yearning e'er spring returned. 

06] 
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Die eifcnbucbt- 



Hnb gingft $u je im 2ttittagfü;ein 
3n ben füllen Sergen am ©ee allein, 
SÖenn otyne 2Öette bie blaue glut, 
2Öenn SSinb unb Sögel im Saube nu)t? 

Unb fafyft bu bort, too ber gelfen 2öua)t 
©id) moojig tyängt in bie @lfenbua;t, 
$>ie einfame ttäumenbe roeifee ©eftalt, 
SBie ü?r ©olb^aar über bie fcarfe mailt? 

Unb fyaft 2)u gehalten ben Dbem bang, 
Ob tön' herüber ein ©aitenflang? 
3u fyören toär' einer TOitfe ©efajrill 
— 2)er ©onnenftrafyl flimmert unb SllleS ftill! 

(Slinen £ag nur foil's geben nad) ©otnmerä £ob, 
2Benn bie Sirfe gelb unb bie Sudje rot, 
2Benn ber gujj in fadenben Slattern raufajt 
Unb ber Gimmel blau bura) bie 3roeige laufet. 

£ann ftreift jte jurücf tyr ©olb^aar lang, 
$ann ^ebt fte ben ©ang ju ber ©aiten Älang 
2>ann fyora^en bie Serge, bann tyord&t ber ©ee — 
— $oa; töricht ju toünfc&en, SDu ^örteft ü> je! 

Äeine ©eele fann fagen, toie fcerbftlia) unb bang, 
9öie toogenb in jiellofem ©efynen ber ©ang! 
2) er bleibe Säger oerna^m ifyn am ©ee, 
3Bar tot toor bem grueling an fe^nenbem 2Befy! 

[*7] 
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How Children Read. 

DID e'er you see — but no, how could it be! 
Still 't is a pity, for it's sweet and merry 1 — 
How my small daughter, seventeen months old, 
Reads in her father's letters and his books? 
How sensibly she takes hold of the thing 
And, following with her finger eagerly, 
Makes use of all her tiny store of words : 
"Papa, mamma, and baba and bowwow," 
With great importance and strong modulation — 
(For naturally she knows not one iota 1 ) 
And we, her parents, — let him laugh who will ! — 
We listen as if to the holy Gospel 
And say: "How beautifully Eva reads 1" 
Then she looks up at us with happy pride. 

But over me a wondrous feeling comes: 
Beside her there upon the little bench 
I seem to see a numerous public, all 
Intent like her on reading eagerly, 
And many an old and learned man among them, 
(Also, if you will pardon it, myself, 
Although I know I'm neither of the two,) 
They hold a thousand books, both small and big, 
Not only novels these and fairy tales, 
Quite on the contrary 1 great weighty volumes : 
The book of art, and that of science too, 
That thick gray comfort-store, world's history, 
And even that largest — hard to open up! — 
The old one, that bears Nature for a title : 

[28] 
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älte die Kinder lesen. 

Sa&t 3t>r einmal— tote freiließ fülltet 3&r! 
$odj> ©cfyabe brum, benn fyolb unb luftig ift e$! — 
2Benn meine Äleine, fiebjefyn 9Jtonben alt, 
3n SBaterS 93üd)ern ober Briefen lieft? 
2ßie jte baS Ding fd)on fo berftänbig anfaßt, 
Den feilen emfig mit bem ginger folgt, 
Unb tyren ganjen hnnj'gen SÖörteröorrat : 
$a£a, SJtama, unb 53aba unb Saubau 
TOU ungemeiner 2öid?tigfett unb mit 
9iia)t minbrer SKobulierung an ben SRann bringt— 
(Denn, roie natürlid), fennt jte nod) fein Sota!) 
Unb mir, bie (Altern, — lad)* un$ au$ wer mag! — 
2öir fyord)en, h)ie auf's (Soangelium 
Unb fagen: „@i, toie fd)ön fann (Stoa lefen!" 
Dann blitft fie ftolj unb glüdlid) $x un§ auf. 

9JÜr aber nrirb oft hnmberlid) babei 
3u s JRut — unb auf bem 33änfcf)en neben ifyr 
3Hein' id? ein ganje« grojjeä ^ublifum 
3n gleichem Sefetoerf oertieft ju fefyn; 
©ar alt' unb &oa)gele$rte Männer brunter, 
(Slua;, bafj eS 9ttemanb übel nimmt, mia) felbft, 
Dbtoofyl id; eben feinS toon beiben bin) 
— Unb galten taufenb Hein' unb grojje 33üd)er, 
s Jtid)t ettoa 3ftärc$en unb Sftomane nur, 
3m ©egenteil! red)t üollgetoidjt'ge Sänbe: 
Der fünfte Sud), roie ba$ ber SBiffenfdjaft, 
Den bitfen grauen Ströfter : „2BeItgefd?id;te," 
©elbft jene« größte— ferner nur Kappt ftays auf! — 

09] 



— And earnestly and loud read to each other 
And follow line by line with busy ringers 

— The older ones, I mean, the smallest listen, — 
But many a one holds upside down the book, 
And A to Z, I fear, dance on their heads. 

But the great Father, think I to myself, 
Looks smiling down upon this little world 
And strokes full many a clever head 
As if He spoke : " How well the child can read ! " 
But to Himself He says: "Just wait a while, 
When I some day shall take thee on my knee 
And teach thee, thou wilt learn it otherwise." 



[30] 



Digitized by Google 



2>a« alte, baS Ütatur betitelt ift: 

— Unb lefen emft unb laut einanber bor 

Unb leiten jeilenroeiä fia) mit ben Ringern, 

— $)ie ©röfjern nämltd) — ßleinfte fyören ju, — 

2)od) ÜRand)er, fürest* id), tyält ba$ S3ud) toerfetyrt 

Unb 21 bis 3 fte^t luftig auf ben ßötfen. 

$er grojje $ater aber, benf ia) mir, 
Sie^t lad)elnb nieber auf bie fleine Seit 
Unb ftreid)elt mana)e$ fluge £ocfenfo>fa)en, 
211« foräay er: „2öie ba3 Äinb fa)on lefen fann!" 
3m ©rillen aber fagt er: „SBarte nur: 
9tefym idj bid& etnft auf« ßnie, unb Iefyre bia), 
2)ann lemft bu'3 anberä!" 



[3>] 



The Virgin's Picture. 

THE great wide studio was still that day, 
That used to be so gay, so full of life, 
With noble guests, with princes, ladies, warriors, 
Resounding even with the ringing hoofs 
Of Barbary steeds that, gorgeously decked out 
With gleaming harnesses, the master often 
Had led up for his Algiers battle-scenes. 
So still that day, you would have said it mourned 
In spite of all its rugs and shining arms, 
As of an Emir's tent, it seemed to mourn 
With all its great, its powerful scenes of war. 

The master was alone. Silent and pale 
In sombre mood he sat there, with his feet 
Upon a lion's skin ; he did not paint. 
And brightly on the palette shone the colours, 
Before him stood a huge unfinished picture, 
And yet he did not paint. For many weeks 
He had not even touched it with his brush. 
Again and yet again his German pupil,* 
Shaking his troubled head, had set those colours. 

His dearest child had died, his only child, 
That gift of heaven, a girl, in whom his heart 
And soul were wrapped, like to the Virgin Mary, 
Fair, gentle, wise and true. Yea, many a struggle 
Once, years ago, indeed it cost his heart 

* Herr S. of Mecklenburg. It was from him that the author, 
when on a visit to Horace Vernet's studio in 1847, beard the 
following incident. 

[3*] 
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Bin Madonncnbttd, 



Still tyeute roar bie toeite SBerfftatt. ©onft 
©o fröfylid) laut oon drängen unb ©efpräcfy 
•ßornefymer ©äfte, $rin$en, grau'n unb ßrieger, 
3a bon ber SBerberpferbe flingenbem §uf, 
2>ie oft ber 3Retfter, präd)tig aufgebäumt, 
Sor feine Sllgierfämpfe führen liefj; — 
©o friß $eut, unb $u fprädjft, fte trauerte, 
£rofc tyreä bunten 2öefcr= unb £ewicfcf<$mu<f3, 
©leic$ eine« @mir3 3tltt — trauerte 
2Jlit äffen tyren großen <S($lad)tenbilbern. 

£)er SJleifter mar allein, ©tumm, emft unb bleid) 
©afc er, bie gü{$' au f emer Sömenfyaut, 
Unb malte nid)t. 3Die frifäen garben glänzten 
2luf ber palette. SRiefig bor ü)m ftanb 
©in unöoffenbet 93ilb. @r malte nid)t. 
Seit 2öod)en war fein ©trid) baran gefd)e&n, 
Unb trüb Äopffc^üttelnb tyatte jene garben 
©ein beutfd)er ©d;üler* oftmal fd)on erfefct. 

©ein fiiebfteS mar geftorben. (Sine Xofytt 
©ab itym ber fiimmel, nur ein einzig ßinb, 
Unb feine ganje ©eele ^ing an tyr. 
§olbfelig, fanft, ein 33tlb ber Senebeiten 
gn tyrem weichen golbnen Soden^aar, 
Sc^ön, flug unb gut. ©o mannen garten ftampf 
§att* e3 bem SBater^erjen einft gefoftet, 

*#err ©d|t au* SRedlenburg, bem ber Serfaffer bei einem 
fn$ in Horace Sernef« «telier, 1847, bie SWitteilung be« Obigen 
3U bünfen Ijattc. 

[33] 



To give this only child to him who loved her. 

— He also was a light among the painters 
And earnest in his art, as few were then — * 
And yet the father gave her. She was still 
His own, his dearest daughter after all 1 
And what a festival when she would come 
With her two noble boys, Horace and Paul, 
And all good angels seemed to come with her! 
And when she played and sang those sweet old songs 
Heard once in Italy or yet at home. 

All that was over. She had died. Had art, 
That comfort-giver, had it died with her ? 
It would no more console him. By the Gods! 
His lion nature had at times waked up 
In flaming anger, had called forth to work 
His fiery genius! — Powerless once more 
'Twas overcome, and smothered by his pain. 

So too that day. How still the studio was! 
But hark ! What heard he in the court below ? 
A sweet, familiar air fell on his ears, 
Played by a pair of simple shepherds' pipes. 
Ah, well he knew it ! When in Italy 
He traveled with his daughter, many times 
They heard this tune at Christmas-tide, played by 
Those sunburnt men that you may know from pictures, 
With sandals on their feet, in sheepskin coats, 

— They call them pifferari — and they play 
Before the Virgin's image. His lost child 
Had loved those simple tunes beyond all else. 

*Paul Delaroche. 
[34] 
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$em 2Ranne fte ju geben, bet fte liebte; 

— 2lud& er ein fetter ©tern ber Malerei, 

6rnft in ber ßunft, wie Wen'ge feiner 3«**— * 

$od> gab er fte. ©ie blieb jo immer fein, 

Slieb ja fein ßinb! Unb melier Subel war'«, 

Söenn fte mit tfyren fyolben ßnaben fam, 

§oraj unb $aul, unb alle guten ©enien 

3Jttt ifyr, fo fa^ien'S, — wenn Wieber ifyr ©efang, 

3^r ©piel erflang, bie lieben alten Sieber, 

$ie fte in 2öelfa)lanb unb batyeim gehört 

Unb Iieblia? naetyfang. $a3 War nun oorbei. 

©ie war geftorben. 2Bar'S bie ßunft mit ifyr, 

$ie mtlbe Sröfterin? ©ie tröftete 

9iid&t metyr. Seim §tmmel, jürnenb mandmtal fyatte 

3n iljm ber alte 2eu fidj> aufgerafft, 

SfratV alle glammengeifter feiner ©eele 

2ln'$ 2Ber! gerufen! 9Jtadjtlo3 würben fte 

Som ©tt^merj üerfd&euajt. Unb alfo ging 1 « aua? l>eut. 

2öie ftitt eö war! $)o$ fyor$, auf einmal flang 
SSom §ofraum braufcen eine fanfte SBeife, 
3u ber ein $aar oon §irtenpfeifen ftä? 
ßunftloS oerbunben. 2la), er fannte fte! 
$a er in 2öelfa)lanb mit ber £oa)ter Weilte, 
(Srfa^oll fie oft jur fyolben SBei^naa^töjeit 
Son jenen braunen -jJtännern, bie 2$r »o^l 
2lu3 Silbern fennt, im Sämmeroliefc, ©anbalen 
21 m $ujje, — ^ifferari nennt man fie, — 
2)ie bor ben Silbern ber 3Jlabonna fmelen. 
$te $ote r)örte biefe fa>lia?ten 2öeifen 

*^aul ©eteroäje. 
[35] 



They pierced the master's heart : with tear-dimmed eyes 
He quickly rose and opened wide the door. 

f 

Yes, these were men, as I have just described, 
Whom others' greed, — whose greed I do not know — 
Enticed to leave their flocks and come to Paris. 
The thoughtful German who had heard them play there 
Had summoned them in secret to Versailles 
To try and cheer the master's troubled mind. 

Now they had finished, and with open hands 

The master gave, and in their native tongue 

He spoke with open heart to the two men. 

" You have another air," he said, " still sweeter 

Than those you played ; you know which one I mean ! 

Oh, play that too ! My dear child loved it best ! 

— Why do you hesitate?" 

" Signor ! " they said, 

"Yes, we were told before which air you mean: 

The song of praise to our most Blessed Ladyl 

But as you lived in Rome you also know 

We never play it but before an image 

Of God's thrice Holy Mother ! We see none ! " 

With weary smile the master said : " You are right, 
I had not thought of that. Be patient, pray, 
And you shall see her!" 

— Silently and swift 
In charcoal with a few light strokes he drew her 
Upon the nearest wall, great, smiling, mild, 
Holding the Christ-Child — 

" Ecco la Madonna!" 

[36] 
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93or allen gem. 2)em Reiftet ging'« buraV« §er$ 
Unb naffen Sfoge« trat er bor bie £ür. 

@« waren Männer, hrie i$ fte befd&rieb, 
$ie frembe §abfua;t,— toeffen, meijj ia; nia;t, 
Sßon ihren §erben bi« $ari« berlodft. 
£>er treue $eutfa;e hatte fte gehört 
Unb ^eimlia; hergebeten naa; SBerfaille«, 
2)e« üttetfter« trübe« «Sinnen $u erweitern. 

<5te enbeten. mt botten gänben gab 
2)er 5Retfter, ooften ^erjen« rebet' er 
3n ihrer eignen ©praäje &u ben Scannern. 
„3h* ^abt noa; eine 2Beife," fyraä) er, „fchbner, 
211« biefe! 2BeIche, toifet 3hr! ©ptelt auch fte! 
2lm meiften liebte fte mein tote« ßtnb! 
— 2Öa« jaubert 3hr?" 

„©tgnor!" »erfefcten fte, 
„Sttan fagt' un« too^t, mela?' eine 2öei«' 3hr meint : 
£a* fioblieb auf bie 2TOerf eligfte ! 
SDoa? hrifjt auch 3hr, ba 3hr $u SRom geroefen: 
2Bir fielen niemal« bie«, al« bor bem S3ilb 
2)er ©nabenmutter ! Unb mir fehen fein«! 4 ' 

$er SJleifter lächelte mit trübem «lief : 
„Hecht habt 3hr ! fticht bebaut' ich'«. SDoch ©ebulb : 
3hr fottt fte fehn!" 

— Unb ftill, mit einer Äo^Ie 
3n wenig leichten 3ügen jetchnet' er 
©ie auf bie nächfte 2ßanb, gro§, lächelnb, milb, 
$a« ßinb am Sufen— 

"Ecco la Madonna 1" 
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And as if touched by heavenly hand they sank 
Down on their knees, those sons of the Carapagna, 
As if at Bethlehem. Unconsciously 
Into their pipes they breathed the fervent song 
That he had askecf them 4e*. The master wept. 
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Unb in bie ßniee fanfen, ftrie berührt 
SBon ^hnmelSfyanb, bie ©bfyne bet (Sampaana, 
21(3 roaYS gu SBetyletyem. Unb unbetoujjt 
3n tyre glitten quoll ba$ fromme Sieb, 
£)a$ er begehrt. 35er SHetfter aber »einte. 
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A DiJemma. 



YOU ask me if I am a painter — 
Or poet ? Why not both, I pray ? 
If one, I am the other surely 1 
Regret or envy it who may! 

Well did I hear your guarded whisper, 
Although you dared not speak aloud: 
"Far better one gift were denied you, — 
One is enough for one!" you vowed. 

Which one for me, good sirs, I pray you ? 
Ah, let me humbly say to you : 
I was allowed to ask the question 
Of painters and of poets too. 

"As one of us you have been chosen," 
Said artists then whom you all know, 
And poets, too, of reputation 
Said, " No, with us you are born to go I " 

Without their pledge I should have known it, 
How far their words are right or wrong ; 
But should I pluck out of my bosom 
The gift of painting or of song? 

You know it not — how should you know it? 
What doubt and strife they brought to me! 
The roots of both are interwoven 
About my heart inseparably. 

[4o] 
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Gin Dilemma* 

b id; ein WlaUv, fragt 3fa 
06 ein $oet? Söarum nia;t 33eibe«? 
2Benn 6tn3 bad Slnbre ftäjerliä)! 
Unb h>er ba tmff, beflag' unb neib* eS! 

$enn, ob 3fr 1 * i"ft nia)t laut geroagt, 
$oä) tyab' iays flüfternb rootyl oernommen: 
„SBeit beffer, @in3 blieb» 3Mr »erfaßt: 
$enn @ineg nur mag @inem frommen." 

Unb 2öeId&eS mir, 3&r lieben §err'n? 
Sajjt ©toljeS mitt) befajeiben fagen: 
3$ burfte fajon, unb mod;te gem 
Sei ÜRalern unb $oeten fragen. 

®a fpraa;en ÜJlaler, bie 3&* fennt: 
,M% Unferein« bift £>u geboren." 
Unb $iä;ter fagten, bie man nennt: 
,,©u bift mit uns &u getyn erforen!" 

Unb o^ne fte ^ätt' ia;'« gemußt, 
2öa3 ia) bon $)em unb %entm ^be, 
$oa) reiften fottt' ia; au« ber 33ruft 
Silben« ober 2)ia)ten« ©abe? 

3&r nufjt e$ nid&t— roie fotttet 3^r! 
Ob id) gezweifelt unb gerungen! 
D, 33eiber SBurjeln fyaben mir 
Untrennbar ftü) um'« ©erj gef Ölungen! 
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I should uproot them both, and even 
With them I should wrench out my heart I 
They grew and interlaced the closer 
Wherever they were cut apart. 

And if I drifted like a woman 
With twin boys on a broken mast, 
And Death allowed to save one only, 
Yet to the mother both clung fast — 

One overboard! is Death's stern bidding, 
She now must choose, the end is nigh — 
Not so 1 Both children close enfolding, 
Both she and I would rather diel 
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2lu$rijj' to; 33etb', unb biefeg mit, 
3$ fuel's am 2öefy fd&on beim ©ebanfen: 
Unb glaubt mir, too man fte aerfd&nitt, 
$a floaten bitter fta; bic hänfen! 

Unb toär' tüj, toie auf morfajem 33oot 
(Sin SBeib mit i&ren 3toiumg$fletnen, 
3fair (SinS $u retten gönnt ber £ob, 
$oä) Seibe flammern ftd) unb toeinen ! 

(SinS über S3orbI ©ie tyat gemußt, 
§at mahlen muffen jur ©efunbe! 
D nein, mit 35eiben an ber 33ruft, 
®t\)t lieber fte— unb iaj ju ©runbe! 
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